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changes the tone instantly and answers with a little 
laugh : 

" And you think I really believe you are going 
away — you, who have cried 'wolf so often that no 
one heeds any more? I regret that I can show no 
appropriate grief at the announcement, but indeed 1 
can not get out a tear. I am not a bit sorry, for — 
you won't go ! " And with a dash the little white 
hands fly over the keys in a wild waltz. 

A cloud gathers over the dark eyes, and the husky 
voice threatens a storm as it whispers hoarsely : 
" You do not care ! — And is this all you will say to 
me, Nelly? Am I to go with no other than those 
cruel words — you 'are not sorry?'" 

" Oh, bon voyage, and that sort of thing, of course," 
laughs Nelly over her shoulder, rattling on in her 
waltz with a chaos of harmony which neither hear 
nor heed now. 

" It is you who are the most heartless of coquettes, 
and I shall go and try to forget you forever — adieu ! " 
and with these words Harry Rand stalks out of the 
room, as stately as a prince. The hall door closes 
with a bang ; and, as though it were an echo, the last 
chords of the waltz end now in a crash, while in the 
shadowy moonlight a fair golden head may be seen 
pillowed en the piano desk. 

" What else could I say ? " she sobs to herself. 
" Does he expect me to throw myself into his arms 
and tell him that I love him with all my heart, and 
will be his wife, before he asks me? If I can't be 
wooed I won't be won ! Stupid fellow, to talk in 
enigmas and parables all summer long! Why don't 
he say out boldly, 'Nelly, I love you — will you 
marry me?' instead of looking unutterable things 
out of his big, beautiful brown eyes, and saying 
nothing when the time arrives to part but 'adieu?' 
Oh, I hate him — there ! " And a fresh burst of tears 
showers down on the white keys. 

Very cool and stately indeed Prince Harry stalks 
off; but there is a smarting wound beneath his armor 
that stings and pains beyond relief. 

"That I. should fall in love with so heartless a co- 
quette ! " he mutters to himself as he paces up and 
down the garden-walk. " She cares no more for me 
than she does for the rest of the foolish moths that 
flit around the flame of her sweet smiles and pretty 
ways. Girls are cruel creatures ; they play fast and 
loose with a man's heart, like a cat trifling with a 
mouse ! Yes, it is best that I should go away now — 
go where I shall never see her — never hear her 
again." 

A soft strain of music floats out on the summer 
breeze ; and stealing closer to the vine-covered win- 
dow, Harry Rand stops and listens to another verse 
of the song he characterized a short time since as 
"very appropriate." The voice is low and tremu- 
lous, and the words half sobbed : 

" Silent was young Clochette, 
Grieved in her heart was she ; 
For, though a sad coquette, 
None was so dear as he. 
' Clochette, Clochette, 
I go for love of you. 
Clochette, Clochette,'— 
She only said adieu I " 

" Oh ! — oh ! — oh ! " — and sob after sob follow the 
last words, with the sweet head again fallen low. 

Swifter than arrow from hunter's bow there rushes 
through the darkness, into the moonlighted room, a 
tall, dark figure ; and kneeling beside the golden- 
fleece-hid, tear-stained face, a voice whispers pas- 
sionately : 

"Will you forgive my hasty temper and harsh 
words, Nelly darling? — And will you believe me 
when I say that I love you with all my heart, and ask 
you to be my wife ? Let me kiss these tears away ! 
Look at me, darling, and answer me truly: You do 
care for me a little, do you not ? " 

The tears are all wiped away — one by one ; the 
blue eyes are lifted up to meet the brown ones ; and 
Nelly answers after a little while, saucy as ever : 

" Now that you have asked the qtiestion, sir, I will 
answer, Yes. How could I answer without being 
questioned, pray? Girls must be wooed to be won : 
we don't like to do men's work, if we do prate about 
'rights.'" 

" But you acted so cold and careless of my woo- 
ing. How could I speak when you only mocked 
me?" 

" That is our weapon of warfare — our tongues, you 
know ! A lover must persist ; a girl is never so 
nearly won as when she acts as I did. A lover^must 
be bold ; ' Faint heart,' you know, and all that." 



"Then the Romans weie model lovers, when they 
carried off the Sabine women, I suppose," laughs 
Harry. 

" Certainly, they were ; and didn't they win model 
wives ? For who settled the difficulties between the 
two peoples, but the wives? — something the men 
had never accomplished, and never would have done 
till doomsday." 

" What a dear little Sabine you would have been, 
Nell," says Harry — now, by way of an attempt at 
playing Roman, closely embracing his fiancee. 

"And what a lazy Roman you would have made ! 
— stopping, no doubt, in the 7nelie, to tell the young 
woman, before you picked her up to carry her off, 
that you really meant to go back to Rome some day, 
if she didn't come quietly, and then watching to see 
how she would take it, and setting her down if she 
objected." 

"That will do, I think, — let's change the subject, 
Nelly," answers Harry. " There ! — I'll let you go, if 
you will sing me the last verse of the song I inter- 
rupted." 

While the blue eyes look up, now, into the brown 
ones, answering back all the devotion they see there, 
the sweet young voice takes up the strain again and 

sings : 

" ' Let me,' he said, ' Clochette, 
This little blossom take.' 
Wept then this sad coquette 
As though her heart would break." 

A "break" in the melody occurs here; and the 
pause is filled up by a sound, written for no instru- 
ment ever catalogued ; and then two voices finish 
the little song together: 

" 'Clochette, Clochette, 

I know now, you love me true. 
Clochette, Clochette, 
We'll never say adieu.' " 

— Augusta von Bubna. 



A GIFT FROM ST. PETERSBURG. 

For stage princesses of fame there can be no more 
thankful public than the members of the Nobility 
Club in the city on the Neva. As the papers inform 
us, Adelina Patti, at the close of her engagement in 
the St. Petersburg Italian Opera, received from the 
above-named club a breast-pin consisting of a pear- 
sized pearl, set in thirty-one diamonds, its value esti- 
mated at seventy-five thousand francs. In reading 
this notice we remembered a yet more costly gift 
from the same club, the bestowal of which upon the 
receiving prima-donna recalls such interesting and 
happy moments that the relation of them at this 
present seems well worth while. 

Seven years ago, Pauline Lucca ended with im- 
mense applause an engagement in St. Petersburg. 
Already some weeks she had trilled again in the Ber- 
lin Royal Theatre, like a nightingale escaped from an 
icy cage. 

Then, one day there presented themselves to the 
General Intendant of the Royal Plays, Herr von 
Hiilsen, three men from St. Peter's metropolis, who 
appeared as a gift delegation from the Nobility Club 
in that city. The speaker stated that he and his 
two companions had been sent to Berlin by extra 
train to give to Fraiilein Lucca, in acknowledgment 
of her services to the highest tastes of the Russian 
aristocracy, a little bouquet. The embassy asked 
Herr von Hiilsen to give his advice in performing in 
the most appropriate manner their delicate mission. 
The Herr General Intendant declared himself ready 
to make the necessary arrangements immediately ; 
although, actuated by a very natural curiosity, he 
wished first to see with his own eyes the " little bou- 
quet,", for whose transport and delivery three men 
and perhaps an entire train had been deemed neces- 
sary by the givers. The speaker pointed through a 
window to the street ; before the door stood a wagon, 
and upon it was an elegant circular box of consider- 
able dimensions, which contained the bouquet. Herr 
von Hiilsen ordered the box to be brought to his 
room with great care. Here the cover of the recep- 
tacle was removed, and what became visible ? A 
bouquet three feet in diameter, composed of the most 
beautiful white cameljas — in the middle of winter time 
— the fringe, white satin, embroidered with gold ; the 
Catholic belief of the receiver being noticed by a giant 
cross of fragrant violets, that lay in the bottom of the 
camelias, like a child in the lap of its mother. As the 
centre of the bouquet, like the black spot in the 
target, appeared a tiny crown of fifty large diamonds, 
that fairly sparkled fire in the darkness. The handle 



was bound with two white satin ribbons of a hand's 
width, with fringes of real gold ; and in each ribbon 
was embroidered artistically one of the names of the 
most aristocratic club members. 

Herr von Hiilsen was visibly astonished at the 
beauty and costliness of the fragrant floral produc- 
tion, and he informed the deputation that the presen- 
tation could not by any means dare to be an ordin- 
ary one. Under the seal of the profoundest secrecy, 
the necessary arrangements were made. For the 
evening of the appointed day, Nicolai's opera, " The 
Merrie Wives of Windsor," was announced, in which 
Pauline Lucca, as Mrs. Fluth, excels. The Royal 
Opera singer, Herr Edward Bost, basso, who, as Sir 
John Falstaff, shares her laurels, was admitted into 
the secret. " At midnight hour," the box was taken 
to the Opera House, and for the time placed in one 
of its dressing-rooms, under lock and key. 

At the end of the opera, Mrs. Fluth has to say 
about these words to Sir John Falstaff: "Sir John, 
we have been very unlucky, we could not meet. My 
knight I will not make you again, but my creature 
you will always stay." Falstaff replies : "I begin to 
perceive that I have been made to play the fool." 
Here he continued, of his own accord : " In spite of 
that, dear little woman, I have no hate for you ; and 
as proof that I always esteem you, you will receive 
from me, before parting, a little bouquet of camelias 
and violets, which, in spite of the cold weather, I 
have ordered for you direct from St. Petersburg." 

The " little Pauline " looked wonderingly with her 
great eyes at Sir John, in his mysterious extempore 
speech, and the audience also waited breathless for 
what should follow. Here Herr von Hiilsen gave the 
director of the orchestra a signal ; soon the thrilling 
tones of the Russian National Hymn resounded 
through the crowded opera house ; the three Rus- 
sians, in their national costume, came upon the stage, 
and kneeling before the singer, according to Russian 
manners, presented, hanging by fastenings, the costly 
and carefully guarded bouquet. For a few moments 
the fSted prima-donna stood like a statue, gazing 
motionless upon the floral work of art ; and then her 
joyful emotions found vent in an abundant shower 
of tears. The audience had rapidly comprehended 
the situation, and thunder-like storms of applause re- 
echoed through the house long after the curtain had 
fallen. And verily they had cause for such a derm -n- 
stration ; for up to this time the gift of the Nobility 
Club of St. Petersburg is able to stand upon record 
as at once the largest and costliest ever made to 
prima-donna on the stage. — A. K. Sulzer. 



FOR BABVS SAKE I 

The weary night has worn away 

In troubled dream, and start of pain ; 
And, groping through the shadows gray 

Morn lights my darkened room again. 
How can I meet this bitter morn, 
Life's anguish left, its hope forlorn ? 
How can I bear the thoughts that wake 
From sleep with me? For baby's sake/ 

The brightest of the morning beams 

Seeks out the darling lying there ; 
It lights the sleep-flushed cheek ; it gleams 

In tangled waves of sunny hair ; 
Flies from the hand that grasps in vain, 
Then kisses the soft lips again : 
No shadow of my sorrow lies 
In those forget-me-nots, his eyes. 

I check the sighs that quickly come, 
Drive back the tears that haste to spring : 

I will not cloud, with look of gloom, 
The little one's awakening: 

His father's face he ne'er shall see : 

More bright his mother's smile must be 1 

My bark of joy gone down — its wake 

Must glitter still — for baby's sake. 

Dear baby-arms, that clasp my own I 

The soft embrace renews my power; 
Sweet voice, I hear in every tone 

God's message to my darkest hour. 
He knew the grief my soul must stir, 
And sent my little comforter : 
A baby's hand to help me on, — 
A baby's love to lean upon ! 

Nor all alone, I'm sometimes sure. 

My joy in this fair child can be : 
From holier home, with love more pure, 

His father watches him with me. 
To grasp heaven's hope, by faith and prayer. 
To train his boy to meet him there, — 
For this I live ! For this I wake ! 
Help me, dear Lord ! for baby's sake ! 

— Sophy Langdon. 



